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business with Mr M'Whizzle on that basis, 5 to 1 in
thousands of dollars. Come, now, you're a sporting
man!"
" I never bet, madam," said the Chief of the Secret
Police, curtly.
Maud took her excited eyes off the horses for an
instant, and glanced at Mrs Nixon. The old lady,
rather pale, was standing erect without the sign of a
tremon Her air was confident enough to give anyone
courage.
"Never say die," Maud heard her mutter, as, her
eyes glued to her glasses, she followed the 'distant
tiny figures. "He has made up two lengths, and
Bohong's tiring. Bidusta's creeping up now."
Maud saw the small bright shapes coming round
the turn. It seemed to her that Archibald was riding
magnificently. He was now not more than three
lengths behind Bidusta, and had already drawn level
with the Rajah's filly, who was being tailed off rapidly.
Could he still have a chance? It looked to her as if
he could. And evidently the crowd were beginning
to think as she did, for the low, half-disappointed
murmur was swelling into a more hopeful roar.
Bohong had now dropped behind Bidusta. Sambal,
going strongly, was drawing level. What a task for
Old Joke! It seemed almost hopeless!*.. But he was
creeping up. ... Maud's heart was going like a
hammer. She wanted Old Joke to win more than
anything in the world. And so she knew did three-
quarters of the people on the course. And he was
creeping up. ... The crowd saw it! The roar
On the grand stand somebody shouted